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,T was never without a feeling of embarrassment that
Michaud visited the handsome block of flats in the Rue de
Prony, of which his firm had taken over the management in
1940. The moment he entered the vestibule, with its marble,
mirrored walls, and stepped on to the rich beige carpet that
swept upwards into the perspective of the staircase, he felt
like an accomplice of wealth. The concierges, formerly
accustomed to the owner's bowler hat and immaculate
manner, were rather condescendingly affable to this some-
what slovenly agent who did not look quite up to the
managements of flats in the Monceau district.

' Good morning/ said Michaud, intentionally keeping his
hat on. c Have the workmen come ? '

' Yes, indeed/ sighed the concierge. ' Your workmen
have come/

* Don't I know it 1' said the concierge's wife.  c They've
made a horrid mess of the staircase/

The pair were sitting at an ebony table, she knitting, he
reading a large medical dictionary open at a page of ex-
tremely realistic coloured plates. The lodge, meticulously
furnished and equipped by the landlord, looked like a luxury
cabin on an Atlantic liner. Both of them had fresh-coloured
complexions and were dressed exactly as befitted their
station. Michaud asked whether the work had been satis-
factorily done.

* It isn't what one could call a finished job/ observed the
concierge.    c I don't want to say anything against your
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